FOREWARD 


Our  purpose  In  creating  this  publication 
is  twofold.  First,  we  wanted  to  exhibit  the  literary 
works  of  the  Junior  class,  primarily  the  English  III 
classes  of  Miss  Geordia  Jones.  Secondly,  ne  wanted 
to  bring  out  a  theme  in  the  magazine.  Because  of  the 
large  quantity  of  essays,  poems,  and  descriptions 
dealing  with  nature  and  ecology,  it  was  decided  to 
make  the  theme  of  our  publication  environment,,  It 
seemed  only  right  and  proper  that  this  magazine  be 
named  after  the  Greek  goddess  of  the  Earths  Cybelec 
It  is  our  hope  that  by  reading  the  works  of  this 
magazine  you  will  Join  us  in  our  concern  over  man's 
polluted  world. 

.  We  wish  to  extend  special  thanks  to  Senator 
Gaylord  Nelson  of  Wisconsin  for  the  Inspiration  he 
gave  us  to  take  up  the  fight  against  pollution.  This 
magazine  is  thus  dedicated  to  men  like  Senator  Nelson 
who  have  made  environmental  control  a  national  and 
International  issue. 


Bob  Morkemo 

Editor 

CYBELE 


fan  has  pt*JJ*****f  his  planed  in  an  appev^nd  cdbbmpd.  do  ck&imy  himself, 
m&sd  do  amssdhlftip,  Jjssns  f&sm&ilsm.  ia  ©bwim&aly  ntSQ&s&c&Mfo  f&a  w&  now 
Jin®  M  a  m&M  in  shl&k  irdia^lmhle  ded&ty&da  mium  do  us  in  owt  < linking. 
&&&&%  wa&dmd  am.  dropped  in do  dhe  dea#  oil  tf&ax  atxips  mads  and 

mued&M  U*U  md  sm.  mteido  feaddddm  find  ikeU  my  Aevfo  &ua  dlmm&So 
The  ms&Jtm  Sad  aupps&l  zxJd  ssadeMfsad  am  dmimed  do  provide,  spam  fen,  ike 


&d&t  <txng&v£>  Vkuben  is  {f&smdny  erne  pe&d&uSp  md  impoHnded  md&z  la  mce 
dlfftet&U  is?  find  fbdJk^M^  ad*&v£lim  fmx.  admits  &&S  explmtom  polMdei 
©m,  mtlh  and  endd&g  @tt&  hon&So oooooo oooo 


/%?i  dhssd  he  JL&  s  fss&t  ®\ t  IhtdMAA  t&td  sg&&&  his  towsl&t liny 

chibSe  ©f  ike  Simys  Sad  ylee  him  Jj.f& o  (ksn  ct&ilLgndl&ii  h&o  h&sxat,  eo  its xolly 
wSanLpgd  iha£  ©an  Is  ahenaded  psget  aadk&seo  d&  ftsa  ad&sded  $s>  lake  n@dwz&  fan 
epsg&dadg,  and  Sis  hiss  gsme  an  Imty  esmsyhc  t'bsi  mt£d  m®  f@£&  Si&  pmaptusi  of 
desdmylng.  nsdtms.  and  h&lny  himself  dg&zmyssda  The  ibSo&i  ym&zzdi&no  of  Sie 
sm&s.  fudum  need  a  plae&  la  Urn?  and  H  la  duly  i»  h&ep  ©em  msld  IhmdJe 
feat  Sen  if  ml  foe.  omsedmSu  Tima  Is  naming.  ©ad#  led  as  all  mm  dogeSvat9 
fete  Si&  fasdSg,  cmd  do  smashing,  ahoui  liming  6 ddh.  kadm&  again*, 

/tbs.  has  labeled  his  ©ae&sorasgsi  ®tS  ike.  wzml  anahm&I>o  has 
almya  Umahl  of  mdam  and  h 4&$&lf  aa  aapmad®  hel  nys  akleh.  eteaod  fighd 
a  Saddle  do  ea&Lsdo  has  defied  Andagasdian  of  nshtm.  and  ssen. 


Teesident  Nixon  has  declaaed  ihai  this  Boost  be  ike.  d*mr}*>  'Uhen 
Am&Uxm  pays  Its  debt  its  ike  past  by.  Acclaiming  ike  pwUty  of.  its  at n,  its 
watess  and  cue  lining,  envieomrnnt*  Ii  is  ilteeally,  now  on,  neves*  n 
UnfoAiwais&ltfr  ike  most  ptuvt  of  ike  pmblm  is  in  get  people  in  do 
something  about  iio  (km.  glosious  intsd&Mon.  of  manifest  destiny.  faeces  us 
in  mdilpLyo  Oue  fwJJtm  Tool  has  left  us  toiik  ike  wosds  ikon  give  man 
dominion,  &wse  ike  fish  of  ike  sea,  assL  owe*  ike  foul  of  ike  ole,  and  ovee 
all  ike  eaeikg  and  owe*  ease*//,  CAseping  iking,  ihai  cneepeih  upon  ike  math*  n 

Not  only  do  men  need  a  change  In  attitude,  but  we  oust  aids  itszxsi  hem 
£»  solve  oue  pollution  peoblesm  in  ike  beat  my  *  The  Aat&dam.  people  have 
(fine,  iso  eely  on  technology  as  ike  mlhsMon.  do  eveey  pmblm*  This  technology 
has  itself  eeeated  pollution  peoblesssp  often  seme  koAssful  ikon  ike  original 
problem*  Fax  example?  ike  oil  spills  muse  cleaned  wLik  dst&Agmts  ekiek 
pmved  a  gmmtee  ikemt  £&  aasUne  life  ikon  did  ike  oil  spilll  Atomic 
eneegy  km  mpla&d  fossil  fuels,  foe  ii  pmduces  less  ale  pollution* 
Imnleally^  ike  hoi  mice  ihai  Is  dumped  into  lakes  and  eivees  fmm  ike 
pmducMon  of  ike  atomic  eneagy  Is  Mostly  wising,  ike  consisted  miee 
impemimfy  shlsdi  will  In  dims,  kill  all  utmlne  life *  The  concept  of 
technology  being  ike  stspmae  solution  of  all  ills  must  change *  The  Ameelatn 
consume  vxtnts  biggee  and  bettse  ev&sytking  and  he  has  no  desiee  to  glum 
up  a  good  thing  foe  a  safe  thing*  Shy  should  someone  spend  extm 
to  keep  out  ale  pern g  If  It  does  not  increase  the  sales  potential  of  his 
product?  Technology  is  not  the  solution  to  oue  wkedtky  envimcment*  It 
is  a  gemt  pmblm  wM  itself* 

Oue  osmlety  about,  the  fubme  turns  on  these  hinges?  the  likelihood 
of  arniimting  mefam,  the  gw&tk  of  population  statistics,  and  the 
exhaustion  of  oue  mtuaul  eesowtees*  ffle  have  laatmsd  to  develop  and 
dleect  ieesmsdous  pmse*  We  am.  c*mi&  ike  conditions  chick  make  as 
feel  cnm&sMblevcoooOt  ike  deadly  expanse  of  all  of  living  pleads  and 
cesaim.es*  In  ih m  imcknologlcxU  pwgeess  will  demand  its  ultimate  sacalfice*** 
mankind  itself* 


I  have  coo&.  dauBi  rtmiU  c&UUp  to  ad  Aa&otmUy*  cSaxm. 

Sea  ml  4&zi  a  chamdeslalle  of  gmupA  of.  men#  Pan  had  defied 
hbe,  pwpo*z  of  Living  on  fyniL**and  mol  accept  hie  pmiehmnl  qulclOp 
Vie  gmhage  tse,  have  hidden  U  finding.  vx»  These.  U  m  mee  Urns.  ix> 
SvLae  an  anOL  &t*  These  La  poAaiUg  time  to  wake  <smndA0  ten,  imgic 
hem  of  the  dntm  Ufe,  mm  mot  g#wU  imdes.  the  eoammd  of  Uo 
neu/dcssnl  COW/  ites&t?  tiaiitflZo 


The.  Sea. 


OO0OOOOOOOCOOOOOOOOOOOOt>OOOOO£>OOOOOOOd 


by  QuUd  Cib&m 


That  Li  goes  dean  Lx  a  ds$$l&  of  gold? 
and  night  id  lakes  &ve.%  pULoixaltj,  wld# 
and  urn.  pa li  ad  At.  leehe/zg&p  Aieln  pAscea  is  held* 
Trie  man  In  Am  €kbsAa  m*d9  calling  Am  houftp 
vddk  bells  on  Am  stLjpsr&EZ&i  bnaymly  Aii&lngo 
The.  Ady}  js&lld  on  «mac  oozsmd  foaming# 

Adds,  hen  astodm  Mdea  wm  caging.  ,meafuUtgy 

The  tdnd  Jd  diisdllng  ihmugh  Am  d£mj*j 

and  Ae  ozadlings  ajm  calling  in  a.  voice  vemj.  lonely 

is  a  imm  sIsa  in  $h&  Akys 

guiding  m  eng  liAe  tUlrddm.  Aimagh  fJUt& 

p.mi  mJUJLivy  fsn  Am  wind  is  ndbre,, 

On  Am  tjmp  l  4-m.  id  rtcsej, 

nlt  4#  .umpJLstiy  ''  days  ih&  fJUt&t  made  wldh  a  gmml 
The.  ^mshinsp  fJs®dng.  oven  Am  dechdp 
Adjitj, j*  golden  on  Ai&  m&pa&s 

end  den  on  Aim  &aJdd0 


t 


sire  Know Sooo«**ooooo 


The  blue  sea  glistens  beneath  sunlit  skies, 

Foam  Incline  waves,  thunder  against  the  shore, 

Beneath  whose  waters  on  foreign  land  lies; 

A  legend  of  forgotten  lore, 

Spirits  of  the  sea,  gliding  with  the  breeze, 

Are  gulls  who  fly  higher  than  the  highest  clouds, 
Exchanging  secrets  with  the  tallest  trees, 

And  shadows  cast  by  all;  all  ghostly  shrouds* 

Fleeing  some  unmentionable  foe  sent- 
From  Olympus;  perhaps  a  god  of  nature* 

A  fiery  sun  rises  slowly,  graciously  spent, 

Its  golden  wealth,  so  that  life  may  occur, 

All  this  I  see  as  I  observe  the  ocean; 

Endless  flights,  countless  sounds  and  eternal  motion* * 


(EXTRA) 


Endless* . .  „ . 

Countless . 

moments 

of 

love 

and  peace  *  * • o  * » o 


Berdell  Elizabeth  Moffett 
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"On  Children" 


You 


are 


the 


bows*  from 
children  are 
The  archer  sees 
upon  the  path 


which  your 

sent  forth 

the  mark 

of  the  infinite „ 


And  he  bends  you  with  his  might  that  His  Arrows  may  go  staight  and  far. 


/ 


Let 
your 

bending  / 
in  the  archerSs 


hand  be  for  gladness} 


-  For  even  as  He  loves  the  arrow/that  flies 


v 

to  He  love 8  also 
the  bow 

that  is  stables 


K.  Gibran 


How  does  one  know  when 
The  transformation  takes  place 
From  arrows  to  bowso 

Ks  Vachtel  Of  us,  but  not  ours0 

Direct  their  courses  we  cannot 
Only  guide  their  flight o 
B0  Whelton 

O  archer. 

Do  not  bend  thy  bow 
too  mucho 
For  while  trying 
to  send  the  arrows  straight 
and  far, 

the  bow  may  snap  and  break e 

As  Jerath 


La  Vie.  (5?.  fibaa 

by.  fam  Sun 


fbt&i  Xea  papaa  ax  mtmma 
Lea  mfimda  qtti  Xatm  obeLsmvt  doujouaa 
<pL  a&ttxvL  aaym  e£  neia 
Qtd.  fJsdj&ni.  JbmM  aepaa 
Ce  asm  la  vie  an  mael 

%&wl  Xma  pmjLeaatxeaa  dma  XXecoXe 
Lm  eXm/ea  <pd.  psJLasdeni  aiiavUan 
C<sux  <$jieL  av&A&vt  pxdpam  Xmtm  dmt&Lm 
ouL  fits  Xea  d&pdt&bsnd  faa 
(/'SsAaLt  Xa  Vie  enjiptief 

fikia  powt  mic  »C«» 

D9emtjdm.  tea  bma  mdbun  sfe  mi. 

Ayasvt  don  csmtm. 

«»»«D  C$md  Xa  via  m  mae! 


HAIKU  POEMS  ON  YOUTH 


Always  laughing  child 
Sparkling  eyas  and  rosy  cheeks 
Mother  s  pride  and  lovoo 

Broken  shoelaces 

Scraggly  hair  sunburned  noses 

Scratches,  freckles 0  grins o 

Fireman,  cowboy 
Another  person  each  day 
Astronaut,  daddy, 

Jo  Viison 

Memories  of  youth 
Lollipops,  laughter  and  tears 
Forgotten  and  gone, 

Erika  Fischer 

Innocent  flowers 

Laughing , playing  in  the  sun, 

Will  soon  turn  to  weeds, 

A  new  child  is  born 

But  the  world  goes  on  unchanged. 

Too  busy  to  care, 

Lo  Tomassi 

From  living  to  end 

All  kids,  no  doubt,  will  be 

friends 

This  is  the  joy  they  send. 

Whether  it  is  ho 

Or  else  whether  it  is  she 

Happy  they  make  me. 

Here  I  go  again 

OH  lay  way  to  the  doctor 

This  time  It  will  hurt, 

£d  Murphy 


CHRIST  CRUSADE 


They  came  in  t,  ...  colors 

blucp  green  and  redo  Yet  they  were  men  of  war, 
O'er  the  aharplcnife  mountain e  of  Phaal  they  came0 

A  rainbow  river  of  deaths 

flash  blue 

shine  green 

glow  red . 

the  massive  crusade 0  a  wake  of  human  life0 

had  no  goal,, 
had  no  purpose 0 

But  to  find  the  elder °s  dream. 

But  to  find  the  parchment ®s  theme o 
But  to  find  that  of  the  paste 

And  to  the  hunt  came  the  multitudes 

s 

e 


g 

Thrice  changed  the  stars  in  their  heavens , 

Untold  moons  waxed  ur.t&'  the  night  B 

as  did  the  weak;  forever 0 
Unto  the  day  passed  the  strong B 

fox*  but  this  momentooo 
Behold  the  crusadeds  ending. 

Before  them9  the  object8  their  goalo 
It0®  rusty  gleam  hypnotized  the  dust  at  their  feet; 
The  gleam  of  a  long  lost  ~  plague 0 


At  their  feet  stood 


And  from  the  cross,  the  emaciated 


c 

r 

u 

crucifix 

i 

f 

i 

x 


idol 


Now  the  crusade  had  begun, 


laughed , 


Ko  Samson 


A  LONELY  SHACK 


In  solitude  stands  the  abandoned  shack 
Along  the  serene  beach  of  no  return. 

For  whose  beautiful  shore  rolling  tides  yearn •<> 

Where  no  Jolly  jesters  come  to  do  their  act 
Where  no  picnickers  come  to  have  their  snack o 
No  man,  no  woman,  no  child  ever  learn 

What  mysterious  flames  flame  from  within  that  shack  burns 
Emitting  a  gentle  glow  through  a  crack 0 
So  all  alone  on  the  beach  stand  I, 

'with  a  flaming  heart,  impatiently  waiting 
For  that  day,  that  hour,  that  happy  moment; 

When  your  bright  flame  of  love  to  me  will  reach 
And  once  again  you  will  have  me  thinking 
That  there  exists  no  such  word  as  "torment".. 


jean  Sun 


Mi/a  is  **A.NY  VhAT  IS  HIS  PURPOSE  ON  EARTH? 


"All  animals  have  a  certain  capacity  for  learn¬ 
ing,  but  man  is  the  only  one  that  can  teach, , .Man's 
pttrpose  or  role  on  earth  is  to  learn  all  he  can  and 
teach  all  he  has.  learned." 

Margaret  Baldwin 

"Man’s  ultimat  role  is  yet,  unknown  to  me— Man 
therefore  wa  accept  man---  whoever  he  may  be* 

His  goal, —  if  I  may  state  one,  1st  to -determine  find 
out  what  his  purpose  (role)  on  earth  is," 

Berdell  Moffett 

."The  main  purpose  for  man  on  earth  is  to.  make 
mistakes  and  learn  from  them.  Each  person  lives  in  Yl]L 
his  own  separate  world  and  performs  his  role  in  order 
to  reach  his  goal.  The  achievements  made  by  a  genera¬ 
tion  are  the  results  of  men  who  performed  their  spec¬ 
ific  roles  in  life." 

~  Debbie  Marcian 


"His  role  on  earth  is  to  constitute 
society  and  to  help  make  ±t  complete." 

Jean  Sun 

"Man’s  role  on  Earth...  is  to 
contribute  his  knofclecJge  and  talents  to  '* 

others  by  either  giving  out  his  knowledge 
or  using  it  to  improve  conditions  here  on 
earth*’! 

Shalini 

"The  role  of  man'  is  to  play  his  life 
in  the  universe  unobtrusively." 

Patty  Leininger 

"It  is  my  firm  belief  that  man  was  created 
by  a  superior  heavenly  personage.  Man’s 
existence  on  earth  is  just  another  st^p  towards 
Perfection," 

Bruce  lvnowlton 


"Man’s  ultimate  goal  in  life 
to  re-establish  perfects  communion 
Creator." 


.i  s 

with 


the 


"Man  Is'  a  curious  being  whose  role  is  to  serch  for  his 
purpose  and  once  he  has  found  it,  then  to  fulfill  it,"  ' 

Julie  Wilson 

"There  are  several  parts  to  living  a  full  life,  one  of  these 
being  of  service  to  others 0" 

Linda  Stroschein 

"I  believe  that  man<ls  role  on  earth  is  to  serve  Women," 

Catherine  Whit© 

"I  think  the  purpose  of  man  is  to  be  contented  with  what  he 

iSo  * 

Nannette  Martinez 

"I  think  man” a  purpose  on  earth  is  twofold-to  keep  life  and 
Knowledge  continuing 0 " 

Diana  Donald 

"Man  is  the  highest  form  of  animal  and  his  purpose  is  to  seek 
happiness o " 

Karen  Wachtal 

"Every  man  (or  woman)  has  a  personal  mission  in  life-to 
perfect  himself 0" 

Babs  Whelton 

"Man  was  put  on  this  earth  to  express  in  his  best  way,  the 
qualities  of  his  Maker » 

Jeff  Pappas 

"oo.tnan  was  placed  on  earth  to  make  the  world  better  for  the 
fol tawing  generations  o  " 

Sue  Samara 

"I  would  have  to  say  that  man's  purpose  on  earth  is  to  have  fun0" 

Ed  Murphy 

"Man's  purpose  as  given  to  him  by  tho-  Creator  is  to  bring 
peace  and  happoness  on  eartho" 

Ara^i  Jerath 

"Man’s  purpose  is  to  find  himself, " 

Riley  McDaniel 


NEAPPLE 


Beneath  the  spiny ,  prickly  and  rough  shell  of  a  pineapple,  lies 
a  tangy,  juicy  and  golden  fruit, 

Jeff  Pappas 

The  pineapple  is  a  rugged  and  gives  me  a  ticklish  feeling  that 
runs  through  my  hand, 

Jean  Sun 

The  texture  of  the  inside  fruit  of  a  pineapple  is  sort  of  itchingjy 
sweet-sour  crunchiness. 


Gabs  Vhelton 


The  texture  of  pineapple  is  very  exquisite  for  it  is  n^de  of  many 
juice  filled  fibers  which  go  in  all  directions,  creating  many 
fantastic  and  beautiful  designs  which  compliment  its  taste, 

Rick  Telesco 

The  pineapples  skin  reminds  me  of  a  Spartan  shield, 

Carol  McFadden 

A  pineapple  is  rough,  prickly  and  mean, 

Catherine  White 

The  texture  of  a  pineapple  could  be  compared  to  an  echinate  tortious 
shell. 

Lark  Duren 

Prickly  on  the  outside,  sticky  on  outside,  a  pineapple  is  very 
juicy  and  sweet, 

Julie  Wilson 

Pineapple  is  rough  arid  hairy  where  the  eyes  are, 

Jo  Zautner 

Soft  strings  that  melt  and  become  thin  und  sweet  as  you  masticate, 

ftLley  McDaniel 
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THE  CONQUEROR 

Lying  on  the  beach,  with  its  sun-bleached  keel 
raised  to  the  sky,  the  old  ship  waits  and  rots  quietly® 

The  beach  is  deserted  except  for  the  lone  inhabitants 
The  waves  lick  at  the  edges  of  the  hull,  salt  slowly  eats 
away  the  wooden  deck  and  the  brass  fittings  and  the  tatter¬ 
ed  remains  of  sails®  Woodworms  weave  an  interlocking  maze 
of  tunnels  and  the  ship  slowly  crumbles  in  silent  agony® 

The  breeze  is  calm,  lending  an  air  of  peace,  but  the  unheard 
screams  of  horror  reach  my  ears  from  the  ship® 

We  were  pulling  into  New  Brunswick  on  the  13th,  and 
the  holds  were  loaded  full  with  tea  and  spices  and  sugar,, 

We  stood  to  make  a  nice  profit  and  everyone  on  board  was 
looking  forward  to  a  few  weeks  of  fun  and  solid  ground 
after  more  than  six  months  at  Bea®  Though  the  wind  blew  a 
bit  chilly  on  the  afternoon  of  the  12th,  the  crew  felt  warm 
and  friendly  that  day,  for  we  were  almost  home  again,  back  to 
the  families  and  friends®  The  sky  was  a  lazy  grey,  it  looked 
like  rain,  but  we  were  but  a  day  from  safe  waters  and  a 
calm  harbor® 

The  bells  were  ringing  six  for  dinner  and  every  hand 
moved  to  the  dining  quarters  for  our  last  meal  of  hard  tack 
and  Jerky®  As  the  captain  stepped  down  into  the  room,  we 
gave  a  hearty  cheer  and  a  toast  to  ourselves  and  the  captain® 
The  fire  was  burning  warm  and  the  captain  was  reminiscing 
the  voyage  as  we  ate®  Relaxed  and  warm  inside  with  our  thoughts 
of  homep  we  decided  to  reduce  the  night  shift  so  the  men 
could  sleep  or  play  cards  and  drink  some.  The  night  wore  on 
slowly  over  many  a  glass  of  wine  and  ale,  as  the  cards  were 
shuffled  and  reshuffled  again  and  again®  The  wind  started 
to  pick  up  about  midnight  and  the  gentle  rolling  of  the 
lulled  us  to  sleep,  but  suddenly  it  was  as  if  the  ship  was 
possessed  by  a  daemon®  It  tossed  us  out  of  our  bunks,  men 
rolled  over  one  another,  the  bells  were  clanging,  the  lanterns 
were  rocking  and  they  fell  to  the  floor®  We  rushed  out 
onto  the  deck,  andt  the  waves  washed  over  our  feet®  The  sky 
was  black  without  a  star  or  moon®  The  sea  was  a  glowing 


THE  CONQUEHBB  (CONTINUED) 


green$  washing  salt  over  the  decks  and  filling  our  eyes 
and  mouths  with  wet,  stinging  cold<,  With  the  wind  tearing 
at  our  soaked  bodies,  we  crawled  to  the  bridge  to  see 
ahead,  but  no  one  made  it  there 0  Lines  were  breaking  from 
the  strain  of  men  grasping  their  safety.,  The  sails  were-  up 
full  and  we  would  capsize  if  they  weren't  let  out  soon.,  No 
man  left  from  board  to  slack  the  sails 0  Washed  into  swirling 
malestrom,  gurgling  a  last  cry  for  help,  eaten  by  the 
boiling  sea0  The  boat  ran  on  a  shoal  and  crunched  to  a  stop, 
too  late..  The  shoal  of  coral  could  not  hold  tight  and  the 
wreck  of  a  ship  was  blown  and  torn  asunder,  spinning  into 
the  depths  of  the  gasping  mouth  of  the  sea0 

pew  lived  to  see  the  leftover  remains  of  the  ship., 

•* 

It  looks  at  peace  now,  though  I  can  hear  it  screaming.,  Eat 
on  sea,  rot  away  what  worms  miss0 


Hi ley  McDaniel 


